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SCOTTISH GATHERING AT SOUTHSEA. 


* Poor dear Papa is positively irrepressible ; despite his advancing years he scems to combine the playfulness of a kitten with the proverbial giddiness of 
the goat. What a pity it is that nearly all his brilliant ideas terminate in the most hopeless fizzle. A Scottish Gathering was a distinctly happy notion, and 
although the Elder McNab was the only true Highlander present, Mr. Moses and that awful McGooseley were induced to don the kilt. Onfortunately Dad's 
enthusiasm brought about a distressing accident, which threw an carly damper upon the affair. He really should have been more careful."—Toorsiz. 


THE POET DESCENDED. 


‘ 


RUFFLING. THE CASE OF JANE YOUNG. 


THI8 was a strange business. A man named Christopher i 
Slaughterford kept a malt-house at Shalford, and had 

acquired a moderate amount of moncy by his trade. His 
aunt acted as his housekeeper, and he was paying his | 
addresses to Jane Young, who lived in the neighbourhood it 
and whom it was supposed he was going to marry. +! 


¢ Ee On October 5th, 1708, in the evening, he was seen in the it 
{ve & company of the girl, from which time she was not seen or , 
bo~ heard of fora month. Her body was then found in a pond it 
F | with several marks of violence on it; and the suspicion of : 
2 her murder being fixed on Slaughterford, he voluntarily il 
iy surrendered himself to two Justices of the Peace, who f 
“o directed that he should be discharged ; but as he was still if 
uu a accused by his ucighbours, he went to a third magistrate, He 
Z who, agreeable to his own. solicitations, committed him to } 
EA the Marshalsea Prison, and he was subsequently tried at the 


Kingston Assizes and acquitted, 

Still, however, the majority of his neighbours insisted 
that he was guilty, and they prevailed on the relations of 
the dead girl to appeal for « new trial, towards the expense 
of which many persons subscribed, as the father of Jane 
Young was a very poor man, 

The trial came on in the Queen's Bench, and the evidence 
given was the same in substance as that at the first exami- 


ye \\ \ WY! 
Our Poet. How delightful to meet a child of nature, living here 


free and happy among these rude fisher-folk like a sea bird. e A t : if 
She, Garn ! who yer kiddin’?) I'm Daisy Dumpling in Little Boy “What a pity,” said Sir Beetroot O'sloper: “that there are so nation, yet, strange to say, this time the jury found him if 
ese 


Blue Company No, 2, and we open ‘ere to-morrow night many obstacles in the way of kissing in these degenerate times,” guilty. Jane Young's late mistress deposed that when the 


7 : 


| 
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girl left her service, she said she was going to be married to 
Slaughterford, and that she had \ehserest new clothes for the 
occasion, Other witnesses proved that Jane Young was in company 
with him on the night the murder was said to have been committed, 
and one witness swore that he met a man and a woman on a 
common about a quarter of a mile from the place where the. body 
was found, and that the man wore light-coloured clothes, as it was 
proved the prisoner had done the preceding day, and that soon 
after he passed them, “he heard a shrieking, like the voice of a 
woman.” 

A woman swore that after the deceased disappeared, she asked 
Slaughterford what had become of his lady, to which he replied, 
“ Thave put her off. Do you know of any girl that has any mouey i 
LT have gut a way of putting them off, now,” 

For the defence, the prisoner's aunt and a young lad who lived 
in the house, deposed that Slaughterford lay at home on the night 
of the murder, He was condemned to death. He left behind him 
a solemn declaration of hia innocence, concluding with these 
words: “1 beg everyoue to forbear retlecting on my dear mother 
or any of my relations for my unjust and unhappy fall, since what 
1 have set down here is the truch, and nothing but the truth, as [ 
expect salvation at the hands of Almighty God; but Iam heartily 
sorry | should be the cause of persuading her to leave her dame, 
which is all that troubles me.” 

There are strong reasons for believing that Slaughterford was 
innocent of the crime. There appeared to be nothing in the former 
part of his life against his character, and nothing to prove any 
animosity between him and the murdered girl, except the strange 
phrase quoted above. He gave himeclf up to justice twice, and 
was found not guilty. 

Nevertheless he was hanged. “As soon as the executioner had 
tied him up, he threw himself off the ladder, and the cart drove 
away.” 


BILLIAM THE BLOODSTAINED. 


* @0MB TRUE STATEMENTS RESPECTING CERTAIN HorniBLe 


OCCURRENCES ON BOAKD THE “GIDDY GEEZER, 
No. 9.—T7he Statement of MARTHA PODGER. 


“WHEN 1 was aged five, my mother got me an engagement at 
pantomime time with the late K. T. Smith at the Surrey, and 
slapped ef head for crying, because I did not want to play a 
cabbage. I have since played 1 carrot and a potatoe, and am at 
present Qucen Honeysuckle in the D. A. B. Co. I would rather be 
& washer-woman. For some nights past, fearful events have taken 

on this vessel, and articles of feminine attire have disap- 
from the females’ cabins. JTast night it was agreed that we 
should take turns watching below in the chief cabin. My turn to 
watch came on at 1 a.M. At 2, feeling faint, 1 went on deck. 
What a sight met my eyes! 1 feel at this moment too faint to 


” 


continue. 
(For continuation of Martha Podger's statement, sce next week.) 


oe 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 
—— 
%.° Correspondents wishing their MSS, or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclose a stam ped envelope large enough to contain the 
contributions aubwitled. Dv not inclose loose stamps, 


AULY cannot tell you, Karrin; Ife has never yet been there. 
any circumstances They should write and tell you where, 
You must pay the postage, Missi, If you wish the sketch returned. 
We agree with you, A STRIKER; was very hardly earned, 
» erped as much, we think, 8S. EWEN. Sorry that we can't, F. A. 
aly too delighted, READER; That is always SLOPER'S way. 
—o— 


“ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY.” 
The Largest Circulation of any Illustrated Paper in the World, 


Forwarded to any part of the World, Sarawak and Bechuanaland 
excepted, Sree: 
3 Months, 16. 8d.; 6 Months, 36. 3d.; 12 Months, 6s. 6d. 
dn Stamps or P.O.0.'s payable to GILBERT DALZIEL, 

“THE SLOPERI&8,” 99 SHOE LAXE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C. 

Show Cards wilt be sent post free to Newsagents on application, 

PARIS. 
On sale at all Kiosques and Booksellers’, and at our Agents, 
ALBERT HESS & Co.,, 
7 RUE DU 29 JUILLET. 


thee 


NINE OLAIMS ALREADY PAID. 


—£150— 


Will be paid to the next-of-kin of oe Man, Woman, Boy, or Girl 
(Railway Sercants on duty excepted), who shall a ae to mect 
with his or her hin a Railway Accident to the Train in 
which they are travelling, in any part of the United Kingdom, 
PROVIDED @ copy of the current issue of “ ALLY SLOPER'’8 HALF- 
HoLipay” be found upon the Deceased at the time of the Accident, 
“ALLY SLOPER'’s HaLr-HOLIDAY" ts published throughout the 
United Kingdom every Wednesday morning at 9 o'clock, and the 
Insurance lasts one week from that time, expiring at 9 o'clock the 
Sollowing Wednesday morning, __ 


ee 


AT SLUSHING ON THE WASH. 


\ 
} 


“What cher caught?” “A pair o’ soles and a pair o’ eels.” 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 
No. 645.—The “Scarborough Bathing” Costume. 


MIXED. 


“ I wonder what has made Nellie Highflight so bandy.”_ “ Dunno, 
zackly ; I think she had sunstroke last week.” sai 


Old Boy. 1 pride myself on 
keeping myself to myself. For 
instance, I did not speak to my 
next-door neighbour for ten 
years, 

Son. How did you come to 
speak to him first ? 

Old Boy, He Depogut home a 
new bicycle, and couldn't 
resist giving him some hints 
how to ride it. 


It is difficult to believe that 
this girl only earns one and 
six per hour. It’s true though 
—she's an artist's model, and 
supports her aged mother, 


FIRST-CLASS CRICKET, 
“Gunn, caught Board, bowled Wovdcock.” 


a aye 


ae 


(Saturday, September 5, 1296, 
EPILOGUE TO BREACH OF PROMISE. 


Coralie. 1 don't know what to get; I always take mother home 
something. 
Zed, How'd it be to take her a new son-in-law? 


JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


Young Missemall (very weak in his shooting). U say, old m: 
this oun of yours does kick, doesn’t it? 9) ical 

Sporting Host. 1 don't wonder at it, my boy. You deserve a 
kicking some sort. *,° 


Dudely, Been to Lady Slattern’s garden party ? 
UVeeduppe. Yas. 

Dudely. Hot? 

Useduppe. Everything ‘cept the coffco, 


HAVE you marked the English mechanic's joy— 
The joy with which, in his dinner hour, 

With a fifty-six pound weight he'll toy, 
To vie with his mates in muscular power? 


Have you marked the English mechanic's ire— 
His ire, and the oaths it makes him drop, 
1f at eventide, for the morning’s fire, 
He's asked by his wife a few sticks to chop? 
ss 


s 
er Why is a bloke what leaves the country called an exile’ 
‘nowall, Why, ea is latin for “out of,” and éle is short for 
island ; 80, of course, it means “ out of the island.” I thought every. 
one knew that. *,° 


“Now, Wilkins,” eaid the master, rather sharply, to the new boy 
at the bottom of the history class, “who was Nero?” “I know, 
please,” responded the youngster, in evident delight at being aske:! 
such an easy one—“ I know, please, sir: our old retriever what )3 
had shot for biting the baker,” é 


s 
Museum Attendant. Yes, that vase is upwards of two thousand 
years old. It is worth fifteen separate 
Mrs. Chopkins (from the eran?) racious me! a cracked old 
thing like too! What must it hare cost when it was new ? 


hte Parent, Have you heard the last funny thing my bibs 
anic 

Bored Friend (with great emphasis). No, old man ; but I must 
say I should like to, °° 


Bosky Party (thickly). Wash ‘er mattersh with everythingsh? 
Keeps spinsh roun’an roun’. ‘Fectsh of goin’ up in Big Wheelsh, 
1 s'posh, [Subsides in the gutter tu think it out. 

ss 


s 
AcTOR to Editor murmured low, 
“ Libel thou me! 
I'Lu hand you the damages back, you know, 
And we'll each par half of the law-men’s fee. 
Name and fame, as | truly think, 
Bestowed by that farce on us both will be; 
"—the Actor's wink wasa sly, sly wink— 
*.° % Libel thou me!” 


Benedict. 1 find my wife a wonderful solace in times of carc. 
One kiss of hers is sutticient to drive away all my worries. 
Singleby. Really ! I say, old man, you might introduce me. 
ss 


s 
Enquiring Kiddie, Pa, dear, what is a roast 
Dad. A missionary, my son, is a benevolent gentleman who gors 
out to foreign parts to give away little tracts to the natives, and 
ends up by taking large tracts away from ‘em. 


—— 


PARIS NOTES. 


THE Frenchman is populariy supposed to hate the German. but 
if he does he makes heroic amends by drinking rivers of German 
beer. All the principal streets and boulevards are crowded with 
Frenchmen sitting outside their Brasseries, drinking “bock” at 
prices maging from twenty centimes in the Boulevard de Roche- 
chouart to fifty centimes at the Café de la Paix. Germany Is 
having ample revenge for the hard names she has been called. 

We were drinking a modest bock the other day at the back of 
Palais Royale. On our line of march we had been confronted 
frequently with the mystic words, “ Défense d'affiches.” It was on 
nearly every wall, and we had to ask about it as our knowledge of 
French was limited to “ Combien?” and “ Dens back!” 

“ Oh,” said one of us, “it is a memorial of the old commune days 
in Paris, and it shows the line of defence.” 

Ultimately we discovered that it means, “ Stick no Bills. 

There is probably not much danger of bills being stuck, us there 
ix a tax on posters, from fifteen centimes upwards, according to 
size, 

The government monopoly of the tobacco trade prevents one 
from getting adecent smoke, and the government monopoly of the 
match trade makes one pay three half-pence for twenty matches 
and burn one’s fingers every time a light is struck. If you miss 
getting a lump of brimstone in the eye you are lucky, but you can- 
not escape burning holes in your clothes. 


Another source of trouble to the Englishman in Paris is the 


disloyalty displayed at places of amusement. The orchestras are 
invariably good ones, but they counter-balance the excellence 0 
their igen gpd their appalling disloyalty. It is well-known 
that the name of England stinks in the nostrils of the Gaul, but 
things are carried tuo far. We attended a number of theatre=, 
concerts, music-halls and other entertainments, and grumbled at 
very little of the fare provided. 

But will it be credited that not on one occasion did any 
orchestra wind up the programme with “God Save the Queen "? 

Extraordinary when you come to think of it, isn't it? 


——— 


Saturday, September 5, 1806.) 
THE LATEST FROM T'OTHER SIDE. 


Howard Paul, who is over here for a holiday, tells us that the 
latest fad of the dog fanciers in New York is to train the animals 
to resemble distinguished statesmen. Here is the portrait of a 
dog that was offered to Paul just before he left—a species of bull- 
terrier, called Bismarck, 


ee 


TOOTSIE AT SCARBOROUGH. 


i 
WE are down here at, what they call in these parts, “The 
of the North,” and are staying at the Grand. The natives of York- 
shire have fairly good appetites, but Billy's performances appear 


to surprise them. 
Billy has just won a wager. He bet a man that he would eat 


sixpennyworth of buns without quenching his thirst before the 
other could sip me ate et of porter with a teaspoon. He won 
easily, and then lunch. 

‘borough was a favourite resort of our great grandfathers 
and great grandmothers. Did not Sheridan write his “Trip to 
Scarborough” in 1777, and did not Sailor King Billy's Mrs. Jordan, 
play Miss Hoyden ? i have here open before me a guide to Scar- 

rough dated 1803, The principal hotels-now are the Grand, the 

Royal, the Prince of Wales, the Queen, the Alexandra, therCam- 

bridge, and the Pavilion. Our great — went to the Black 

Bull, the New Inn, the George, the Blue Bell, the Blacksmith’s 

Arms, and the Old Globe, all of which were then posting houses, 

bye attended at the “coffee-house,” where “the pares might 
ey 


read “for a very moderate subscription.” T drank the 
waters at the Spa, the purgative and the chalybeate, and thought 
they did them good. 


There were then forty bathing machines, which, the guide says, 
“may give some idea of the numbers require them.” The 
charge was “a shilling each ti but the attendants expect a 
gratuity nearly equal to the sum paid to their masters.” 

The subscription to the Assembly Room was a guinea for the 
season. The “dress nights” were Mondays and Fridays, and 
there were also “ undress ee and “every gentleman who 
danced paid 2s, for music.” re was a theatre, too, we read, 
where the performers were generally “ masters of their business” ; 
but, we are told, in 
those days Scar- 
borough contained 
“among its visitors 
more votaries of 
health than of dis- 
sipation.” 

Scarborough is 
nowadays very un- 
like the picture of 
it adorning the old 
guide. There are 
plenty of places of 
amusement of one 
kind and another, 
and a race-course 
and a cricket field. 
One day Bob took 
it into his head that 
we should go par- 
tridge shocking. He 
had an idea, I be- 
lieve, of cheaply 
provisioning that 
awful yacht. More 
economy! But it 
did not answer. We 
insisted on the pur- 
chase of costumes 
and none of us all 
ey shot a single 


ird. 

The Dook has 
become a man of 
mystery. He is in possession of coin. Bob saw himchange half-a- 
sovereign, and he treated Billy to Scotch cold at a bar, where they 
mashed a pretty barmaid until her regular Sunday-out young man 
dropped in sna gave Billy one in the eye, which we girls agreed 
served him right, 


ALLY SLOPER’'S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


THE CHEAPEST AND BEST MEDICINE BEFORE THE PUBLIC. 
Thousands of Testimonials from all parts of the Wortd. ig 


SLOPER'S PlLbS 


PRICE 9}¢ PER BOX (50 PILLS). 


PULL DIRECTIONS ACCOMPANY BACH Box. 


A CERTAIN CURB FOR 
LIVER COMPLAINT, HEADACHE, Erc. 


48 Lower Prospect Place, Pembroke Dock, 
e ss August 17th, 1896. 
EAR SIRS,—Please send me a bux of foper'’s 
le L have 


J enclose 9d, They are the best Pil 
ever taken, 


Yours a 
WILLIAM FERRIER, 


IF YOUR CHEMIST DOES NOT KEEP THEM, SEND 
9i4. IN STAMPS TO 


GURDEN & CO., 99 Shoo Lane, Fleet St., London, E.C. 


AND A BOX WILL BB SENT BY RETURN. 
TO 


REAL BOON TO LADIES, 


Especially to those who wish to know of a LAD 
safe, certain, and speeiy remedy for all irre- 
gularities and stetrestions, a remedy which 
under the most trying circumstances and in 
the most difficult and 
OBSTINATE CASES 
NEVER FAILS TO AFFORD 
RELIEF, 


GENERALLY IN A FEW HOURS. 
No case hopeless, failure is omen, impossible, 
as a Snow, of Denmark Hill, Camberwell, 
writes : 

“By adopting your treatment my anxiety 
and misery was over within t wenty-four hours, 
although for over three months I had been 
sally taking pills and other things in vain. 
Half the quantity you sent proved effective, 
to my intense joy and surprise.” 

A sworn tee is enclosed with all testi- 
monials and medicine, which is Lexan xe, 
as one bottle at 4s. 6d. (by post, 4s, 9d.) is us- 
ually sufficient for any case. 

Full particulars will be gladly forwarded to 
any lady on receipt of addressed envelope. 

Write privately to— 
Mrs, A. 8. ALLEN, 
145 STOCKWELL ROAD, 
LON DON, 8.W. 


SddacadcdcccasosGeGGGe 


AN HONEST MEDICINE. 


DR. DAVIS'S FAMOUS PILLS FOR FEMALES 
Are Unequalled. The most effectual en carth. Mething can resist them. 
9§d., 1/13, 2/9, 4/6. Sent free from observation by 
Dr. DAVIS, 309 PORTOBELLO ROAD, LONDON, W. 
Or order of any chemist. 
Dr. Davis's little hook for MARRIED WOMEN sent free on receipt 
a stamped addressed envelope. 


GIRLS SLOPER'S SPOTTED. 


The Over-baked Cracknel discovered this bit of s at a 
hotel dance at Southsea, She was doing forty winks in the hall, 
when he had the bare-faced cheek to tickle her. He said after- 
wards, he'd never had such a bang on the head in his life. 


ad 


THE LAST OF THE MATABELES. 


Addressing a gigantic meeting at Cannon Street Hotel, in January, 
1895, Ar. Cecil Rhodes said there would be no more wars tn 
Matabeleland, there being no more Matabeles left to make war 
against.—( Laughter.) bike ae 

Fesrvakry. As the sun rose slowly over the crest e jppo 
Hills, Bhumwhambo, the last Matabele, who had been riddled with 
bullets and left for dead, arose and around him. He a 
headache on him, caused by the leaden slugs still in his skull, that 
called for the Ly cosets of iron bands, but he and wearily 
trying to remember where he had put his box of Sloper's pare 
when the war conch called him, he trudged off in the tion o 
Jimbjugglewhana, Alas! he had not noticed an unexploded 
ground mine that lay right in his path. His foot touched it—there 
was a mighty explosion—and Bjumwhambo, reduced to fragments, 
strewed the adjacent ground, ; 

APRIL. Bjumwhambo's recovery had been very tardy: Sloper’s 
Pills can doa deal, but they don’t undertake to hunt round 
South Africa for a man's lost limbs, so Bjumwhambo, though 
feeling fairly “ fit,” still went short of three toes, 8 knee-cap, a 
shoulder-blade and two sapere. Taking a drink of native Djhin 
from a gourd, he got on his legs and started to look up his exter- 
minated comrades, Just then a sound of galloping orses was 
heard, and twenty troopers rode over the crest of the hill. “ Holler 
boys, here’s another!" they Tried as they sighted our dusky hero, 
and hota oats to his heels. Alas! E. iad page ze 
was on the very verge of a gorgeous canyon: suddenly, 
eb misted his ae g and went toppling down 27,000 feet 
to certain and instant death. ‘ 

JuLy, Wonderful stuff isarnica! Atleast, Bjumwhambo thought 
so as, still somewhat bruised and sore, he set off on his eighty mile 
walk to where he knew sixteen thousand of his fellows, reported 
smudged out, were holding a Khola beanfeast. The walk was full 
of pleasant prospects as a rule, but to-day there chanced to be 
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Roers about, indeed, as poor Rjumwhambo was nassing a bit of 
thicket, out jumped a Rrugerite and fell upon sin, There Cais 
cry, the tlash of a bowie knife, and Bjumwhambo bit the 

dust, never — to _ si “ i : 
OctToBer. Bjumwhambo's most intimate pals thought he “wasn't 
looking quite himself” when he next meh geet. them. Still, 
the fresh, cool autumn air pulled him together vastly, and he even 
whistled a popular Matabele music-hall air as he groomed his steed 
for a ride through the mountain passes, Far better would it have 
been had he never taken that ride, but—what is to be, will be, 
He had ridden some miles, and entered the Khardsharpah's Paas, 

when he was startled by a horrible scund, Alas! he knew it onl 
too well, Ere he could slip out of the saddle and prostrate himself 
upon the ground it had reached him—the dreaded avalanche! It 
came with terrible speed. The poor black was struck by the 
Fteentg it, an Be uate a apie arene and buried under 

ree thousand tons of rock and stune, Poor Bjwawhambo w: 
indeed dead) : ae 
*EBRUARY. The Chartered Company's forces had been sur- 
rounded by a huge horde of Matabeles— rebels” as they call the 
poor wretches who fight in defence of their hearths and homes— 
and given toko for their yarn. But little they cared for  tem- 
porary repulse since they had taken, amongst other prisoners, the 
sturdy sepia war-chief who had been seen leading the enemy in 
the last three engagements. It was thought that a volley from a 
Maxim (in the tirst of these fights) had settled him; then two 
Laas ag? claimed that they gress him (in the second set-to), 
whi is the third) he fell, and an enterprising young subaltern 
emptied the five chambers of his Colt’s 44 into the prostrate carcass, 
But now, barring being a little bloodshot about the eyes, poor 
Bjumwhambo seemed quite his old cheery self, and, after consider. 
able debate, not to speak of yards of correspondence with the 
Foreign Office, it was decided that the only infallible way of 
settling him would be to put him into civilised clothes and set him 
up in business, say as a publican in the Kennington Road, and this 
will accordingly be done for him. 


od 


THE BARE IDEA\ 


td 


Man on the right. Wot's a good thing fer tender peretiene 


Man on the left. Why, wash ’em in ‘ot water and Sas 
‘Man on the right. Wot! Wash me feet? Blimey, i'd just as 
soon think of washin’ me bloomin’ ‘ead ! 


———-4— 


A NATIONAL WEAKNESS. 


OTTO VON PUMPERNICKELHEIMER was a keen onserver. He 
came to this country for the purpose of writing an intelligible 
guide for the use of "his countrymen—not a mere directory of the 
cheaper cookshops and lodging-houses where Teutonic clerks 
aleep sixteen in a bed, but an observant study of the British 
character. Below we give a valuable excerpt : mes 

“ Dondt neffer ferget dot de Enklishers favourite ting to eat is 
eggs. Vot de sossidge is to der Cherman de ghicken is to der 
Enklisher, Even vhen he wrides a biece of boetry it is call a 
‘lay,’ and numerous towns and villilches is named after de 
brecious hen-fruit. I go tu see de place where King Chou write 
his name to de Mackna Gharter. I say, ‘How you call dis place? 
Dey tell me ‘Fygham.’ Ghickens, you eee! I put on my best 
clothes and go to knock ‘em down der Olt Gent Roadt. Bresently, 
after more walking than a mile, I say, ‘How you call dis place? 
Dey tell me ‘ Hlatch'em.’ Ghickens aguin, you see. Oop the 
Thames we go on a steam-launcher. It is all drees—drees, water 


and gartens. Lofely! | say, ‘How you call dis place?’ | e 
Enkitsher, shtill tinking of hees bloomin’ eggs, tells me ‘ Cook ‘em. 
1 dell you, never vas dere such beoble vorieggs and ghickens ! 
—— ee 
SLOPER'S ANCESTORS. 
No. 28, 


g Vy 
SF RR SE Ee 
SILAS SARSAPARILLA SLOPER, 


Bory, 1592. DELINIUM TREMENS, 1636, 


From the painting by Hebert pleted A.R.A., at Westminster 
Ye. 


284 ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY. (Saturday, September 6, 1898, 


AN AWFUL REMEMBRANCE. 
McnaB INSULTED AGAIN. 


Auntie (ta James, who is on a@ visit prior to 
leaving for India), No doubt you'll often think 
of this evening when you are far away in India, 

James (aside), 1 hope not, 


The Hon, Percy Mufkins (knowing she is not 
on for another half-hour, and hoping she will 
say,“ Oh! don't hurry away”), Well, | suppose 
1 must be going. 

Villy (hastily). Good-bye! 


IT WASN'T ALLY, THOUGH. 


THOUGHT HE MEANT A SPELLING-BOOK, 


MDE: 
Wine 


ie es KAatTIE,— \¢ $ 

(1) McSwine sald; Yo low soondril, I have taken the Guid Book away fromthe custody he vcher he Ive cvoaiure wallow note teen 

o’ a bad, bad backslider, Ye're no fit tae possess a respectuble kettle even.”"——(2) And the Lang ey ie oe owe betrrap Le lee 
: : ee ; : : as : ; e for the g woman! I nearly fainted ov 

es se bap ctoemlapres Ee Elder said, “Cum in, Ducky, and ha’e a drap o’ dew ; it will cheer ye up a bit, ye cormorant.” thé beach, “Thin s WINNIE.” y e 


*,° iss Sloper will be delighted to receive DISTINGUISHED PEOPLE INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER.—The Right Hon. JOSEPH CHAMBERLAIN. 


photographs from those of her friends whose 
portraits have not yet veen inserted. 


TOOTSIE'’S FRIENDS. 


(1) A. SLOPER rose from his ar chair and went to the tele- again the word was “Clear!” and A. SLOPER cleared.—(4) Anon 
hone and desired to be put on to the Colonial Office, when the he appeared asa Central African,—(5) and offered a curious specimen 
ellowing fatressnr dialogue took place : “Joe Chamberlain, I want — of an orchid, at sight of which Mr. Chamberlain winced, ‘Won't 

to interview you; are you there?” “No.” After that the Colonial you buy it, massa?” “No, I'm d— ahem! determined not to.” 

Oftice end of the telephone was dumb. So nothing remained but fur “You shall hab it berry cheap, massa—if you ab ole pair of trou—— 

A. SLOPER to once more try the old disguise fake. He sent out fora “1 trou, sir,” said Mr. Chambertain with bitter irony, “if you would 

No. 459.—Miss K. E. FANE. bunch of turnips and cut them into fantastic ee and then, deceive me you must purchase a nose machine.” ‘ But, look here, 

“Fain would I climb, and yet I fear, to fall.” having made up in the counterfeit presentment of a Borneo merchant, Joe, I only want to interview you.” “And do you think, SLOPER 


he called at the Colonial Office. On hearing that a stranger had some —_—you could draw from me that which Ashmead-Bartlett fails to do?’ 


: Dook Sxook, rare orchids to sell, Mr. Chamberlain gave orders that he was at once —_“ My dear Joe, we don’t touch politics in the ‘H.-H.’ The interview 

“ Her beauty drives me to the verge of madness. to be admitted. Then giving his eyeglass a screw he quietly observed, shail be strictly personal. Come, now, tell me: Did you ever, when 

—Lord Bob. “Not to-day, SLOPER,” “ Did you recognise me, thenJvoe?” inquired a child, have the whooping cough?” “Clear!” thundered Mr. 

“| live but in the sunligitt of her smiles.” the Eminent. “ Did I Recognied you! Clear!" And A, SLOPER Chamberlain, rising in all the majesty of his wrath, and A, SLOPER 
—The Hon, Billy. cleared.——(3) Then he called next as a Sandwich Islander, but once —_clode and chucked up the wretched job in disgust. 


>... _ 


4 ALLY SLOPER’'S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


A: 4 of i 


OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 


Some likely youngsters were, I'm told, At Barbican by Rymill sold :—' No privilege" is cabby’s cry, And for that boon he means to try :—By breedi s to eat, 

a clear Five hundred pounds she makes a year :—No wonder that the lead he fs tates, Such brilliant scores as Ranji makes :—In splendid fara ad as ih The 

punting pro's perfo the race :—To break a record's now the aim Of every cyclist with a name :—The mighty Rhodes at last, 'tis said, Has knocked “ rebellion” on 
the head.—THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN. 


ALL THE DIFFERENCE. 


THE SEXES aT SIXES AND SEVENS. 

Machine Man (having n aticed the back of little 
Monte Moro going into a bathing machine), Hi! 
babar w= carn't go in there, that’s a gentleman's 


bused WERE ON THEIR HONEYMOON, TOO! 


“’Ere, come on, Maria, ‘ere’s old Noah and his missus 
what come out of the Ark.” 


Little Monte Moro, Well, 1 am a penile -marn, 
Machine Man, Oh, lor! 80 you are, 


Manan. How can vou prove three and two to 
six 

wore Please, sir, father says it is, and he ought 
Master. Why so? What is your father? “ Alfred proposes to take me on the river, this afternoon.” “How funny! this “Do you dislike mows stac fil “ Talways set my 


Pupil. A waiter, sir. morning he took me on the river to propose.” e against them.’ 


286 
ALLY-CAMPANE. 


_— 


Lost in New York has, needless to say, a decidedly Yankee 
flavour about it. It teems with dramatic “situations,” and keeps 
s the spectator 
on the thorns 
of excitement 
to the very 
end. Realistic 
comedy - dra- 
ina, they call 
it, and realis- 
tic a lot of it 
ously is. 
There is an 
awful dose of 
villainy in 
the piece, but 
re seine are 

\y a cer- 
tain number 
of virtuous 
characters in 
it as well, the 
wickedpeople 
all get “ what 
for” in the 
approved 
fashion, and 
everybody 
co home satisfied. The Olympic ought to do well with the show. 

t's just the sort of thing tu draw there, 


s 
Tr is generally supposed that when A. SLOPER pegs out, he will 
be buried in Westminster Abbey or St. Paul's Cathedral. This is 
an erroneous impression, Either the Criterion or the Gaiety Bar 
will be the last resting place of the Public Benefactor, The vaults 
at both places are nice and comfy, | 


s 
THE Twentieth Annual Regatta, held at Hove on August 
28th, was a good all-round show. The greasy pole competition 
between A. SLOPER and Harvey Dunn, of the New Baths, was 
unavoidedly postponed, owing to the former gentleman ‘beng 
suddenly attacked with tightness of the chest 


s 

A. SLOPER fears he won't do much among the partridges this 
serzon. Financial difficulties have necessitated the letting of the 
Mildew Court 
shooting, and as 
the Ancient can't 
even raiseenough 
to buy a game 
license, it’s use- 
less accepting 
invitations. It’s 
simply awful for 
a keen sportsman 
like ALLY. The 
whirr of a strong- 
winged covey as 
they rise out of 
the roots or 
stubble is the (;; 
sweetest music |.!' 
he knows; and, © 
or old_ chap, ¥ 
t's probable he 
won't get a shot. * 
a — 
men, take pity on 
him, His heart 
is with you. See 
that some token 


= 
Mansy years ago John Hare, W. S. Gilbert and Montagu 
Williams started a club which they called “The Lambs,” and the 
used to meet and dine at Sim ‘s, in the Strand. The full- 
fledged members were called “ bs,” and the juniors * Lamb- 
kins.” There was always plenty, of mint sauce on 


CAPTAIN CoLLtns, of Skylark yachts fame, is a popular man 
in Brighton. He poskkively worships his “ Award o! Merit,” and 
ar orale bends his knee to the “SLOPER Warrant,” both of 
which adorn the walls of his restaurant. It is very rare indeed that 
anyone is ill on his but when they are the sickness is 
spoken of as collins-wobbdles, *,° 


G. H. Comrawin has been doing a turn at the Brighton Alhambra 
lately ; but his best ¢wrn while in London-by-the-Sea was at Brill’s 
Baths every morning early, As George Grossmith used to sing— 
See me reverse, ° 

You recognise the accompanying sketch, of course. It ia the 
popular R. G. Knowles in his old familiar ts. We heard 
him at the Pavilion the other evening 
where his “On the Benches in the 
Park” seemed much to the liking of 
t audience. Charles Mildare’s 
whistling was mar-vee-le-us, as_the 
Brothers Griffiths say; and Julie 
Mackay’s ay, anent “ A Little Piece 
of Orange-peel” was distinctly good. 
Lucy Clarke gave a bs cod tone to the 

lo and the “ Winter's Story.” 
he alzo o 


THE Moss-Grown Edifice has this 
day conferred the “ Award of Merit” 
upon DARCY MAINWARING, because 
he's a good comedian and a smart 
manager, “Another bull’s-eye, fey- 
ther,” shrieked the Cerulean-Orbed, 
delightedly ; “ Darcy's a real deservin 
chap, and to my mind orter ‘ave ‘ad it 
years ago. That's the worst of you, 

ou're——”" But the Aged waited to 

ear no more, He knew it wouldn't be 
flattering, so with a deftly-directed 
lunge he kicked his offspring into the 
adjoining apartment, 


s 

“PRINCE RUMGINWHISRY is a-going of it, my dear, ain't he?” 
said Mra. Sloper, after realee er Latest Cricket the other 
night. “ He is, my dear,” replied the Brazil Nut, with a prolonged 
hiccup, “ he’s like me—he cansh help a.” 

RicHaRD MorrToN, F.OS. the never-to-be-forgotten “ Boom- 
de-ny-ist,” has gone to America with Eugene Stratton. Richard 
seems to have a rattling fine time of it ; only a week or so back he 
and Little Tich were exploring the best part of Europe and 
inaking things hum geuerally, 


> 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


SLOPER'S DANCING ACADEMY. 

SIGNOR SLOPERINI DOES NOT UNDERTAKE TO FIND ENGAGE- 
MESTS FOR LADIES ANXIOUS TO GO ON THE STAGE. THEY 
MUST GO TO THE WATERLOO RoAD FOR THAT SORT OF 
THING, 


No, 15.—Claudie Skinner in the Kiss me, Perpendicular, The 
only pupil who has been able to do it up to now. 


THE YOUNG IDEA. 

SHE was rather more Utopian than impractical—idealistic young 
mothers usually are—and expected from her hopeful son of eight 
summers an amount of sentiment that would have worked up into 
several melodramas. Holding her oe hands as the shades of 
evening darkened the aristocratic Hill drawing-room, she 
spoke to him of the r grubby little urchins in the Kast End— 
badly fed, insufficiently clothed, cuffed and clouted, and now, with 
less water per head than a pet county gets. 

“ And you, Bobbie,” she said. with a desire to inculcate a good 
moral lesson, “ you, with every blessing that Gebel Sr parents 
can ports: do you ever think of these poor littie waits?” 

“Oh, yes, often,” said Bobbie, frankly. 

“That's a good. humane boy! And what are your thoughts 
concerning them?” 


“I thiuk what a bit o’ luck for me not to be one of ‘em!” 
ee 
POEMS ON PARAGRAPHS. 
No. 12.—THE WORKMAN’S PRIDE. 

( “ These institutions, and the of technical education, are increasing 
that in workmanship which is so great an inceutive to the workman.”— 
H.R.H. the Prince of W: at the East Loudon Trades, Industries, and Arts 
Exhibition, People’s Palace.) 

“ THE workman’s pride in workmanship!” 
There, Pri your cheering voice outspoke 


A sentiment, whose coontanpedl oy 

Has clutched the brain heart of oak” 
Of each true handicraftsman, prone 

To think by what auspicious ways 
Hia nation’s welfare, and his own, 

May flourish best in future days! 


The workman's pride in workmanship 

Is more than pride. I know no cup 
Of joy more luscious to the lip 

han that which “ sound" mechanics sup, 

Who, viewing with delight sincere 

Their finished labour, say : “’Tis well ! 
A triumph of my craft is here 

Which few may equal, nonefexcel !” 


Not ignorant I speak. These hands 
Have toiled for years, where, to and fro, 
Broiled workmen pass in black-faced bands, 
And furnaces perennial glow. 
Aud long I've learnt that he is blest 
Whose heart is on his hand's-work thrust, 
And wretched he, bereft of zest, 
Who merely moils because he must ! 


We thank thee for that utterance, Prince ! 
And, since within the British hive 
There still be drones, would fain convince 
Them (to their interests not alive) 
That “ pride in workmanship” alone 
Will bring the trade back to our hands, 
Which—sad to state !—of late has flown 
To rival firms in foreign lands! 


os 


(Saturday, September 5, 1896, 
THE ABDICATION OF MRS. BRYSON, 


—— 
CHAPTER VII. 


KING LORIABULOO was a wise king as savages 
a just one and through all his dealings in his domestic amar? 
had set an excellent example to his — by the even-handed 
WwW 


Xho 


justice dealt out towards his different wives, 
‘avouritism displayed hitherto. Each 

had been treated as the other in the 
past, and the King had no intention 
of ¢ wing matters in the future. 

But the good intentions of the 
wisest king may be frustrated by a 
very sm matter, and those of 
Loriabuloo were shunted off their 
straight course by the change of 
fashion which the arrival of Mrs. 
Bryson and his own abandonment 
of the primitive costume which had 
hitherto been consid: adequate 

protection in an equable climate. 
1is justice found it im ible to 
meet the circumstances the new de- 
parture had created, 

The twenty-six sections Mrs. Loria 
buloo rose like one woman in her 
wrath, and demanded that her ward 
robe should at once be put on a basis 
of equality with that of Mrs. Bryson. 

The Indies had overhauled the floteam and joan Which had 
accrued to them as their share of the goods cast ashore in by.past 
times, but, alns! there was little in the heaps of clothing which 
met their approval. As is not unusual in the salvage from shi 
wrecked vessels there was . ny of male humanity's clothin, 
washed ashore, but there been few of the flowing robes thar 
are dear to the female mind, The result was distressing to the 
ladies. They knew nothing of the New Woman, and therefore 
refused to have their aspirations after ent ap by a pair 
of blue serge pants and a pilot jacket. Neither did an oilstit a 
cont and a sou’ wester satisfy their sense of the beautiful. 

The result had caused considerable discomfort to the peace of mind 
of King Loriabuloo. The calm of what had been a happy household 
was disturbed, and there was revolt in the atmosphere, The 
twenty-six sections of Mrs. Loriabuloo had hitherto dwelt in 
comparative amity, because there had been no disturbing elements, 
but with the advent of Mra, Bryson all was changed. The ladies 
had had trifling little tiffs among themselves, of course, but now 
these were all forgotten, and they united as one woman for the 
suppression of the common enemy. They held a mass meeting, and 
pe a resolution for the i> pooreen of the stuck-up thing who 

ad arrived on the island, and who was giving herself airs on the 
strength of her superior knowledge. 

And a deputation was appointed to wait onthe King. There 
was trouble about the a point. 
ment of the deputation. kL very. 
one of the twenty-six sections 
of Mrs. Loriabuloo wanted to 
be a member of it, and as none 
of her would agree to be left 
out they all went, with the 
exception of course, of the 
twenty-seventh section—Mrs. 
Bryson—who was in her wig- 
wam nursing her dignity and 
contemplating further incur- 
sions into the fascinating 
realms of Paris fashions, 

The deputation drew near 
to the royal wigwam, and be- 
sought an interview with its 
lord and master. The King 
was not ready to receive them, 
and they were told to wait. 
The King was, in fact. in the 

decorative hands of John 
Babbleton Thomson, and was having his hair curled. The tem- 
porary delay chafed the ladies, but there was no recourse but to 
wait. 

Then the King came forth and paralysed that deputation. He 
wore a pedy yellow waistcoat, and a deceased musician's sable- 
trimmed overcoat. On the top of his curled locks he wore a white 
stovepipe hat, and on his countenance a satisfied smile, begot of a 
consciousness that he was at last well-dressed. 

The twenty-six sections of Mrs. Loriabuloo ned a tumultuous 
roan, They recognised their defeat. They realised that the King 
ad been nobbled by the Dress Reform Party, and that Mrs. Lrysou 

was in power, 

And John Babbleton Thomson also smiled a satisfied smile. 

(70 be continued next week.) 


—— 


A MODERN ELOPEMENT. 

He folded the fair girl firmly in his fond embrace. 

“Fly with me!” he whispered, pene) “a fleet tindei 
awaits us at the entrance to the back garding.’ foyh 

“In vain!” she sobbed, “my father’s road racer can give it 4 
mile a minute. Capture were certain.” ds 

C aiid he cried, exultingly, “I have provided against 
pursuit. 

“Ah! vou have drugged him.” 

“Nay, fair maid, 1 have but punctured his tyre.” 

With 9 glad cry she threw herself upon his chest. 
darted upstairs to don her Rationals, 


— 


bad bee 


Then she 


AN AMATEUR LIFEBELT. 


(1) “It was a capital idea of mine to sew my pneumatic tyrea 
into my bathing dress,” said Marie, as she tucked in her t 
and fearlessly dove into the deep. j sie hiiad 


(2) And the boatman said, “It strikes me she ‘adn’t orter ‘av? 


gorn in ‘ead fust with that there pewmatic arrangement on. Dunno 
whether she'd like me to interfere, though.” [Jest considerind: 
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Saturday, September 5, 1896] 
SLOPER'S UNNATURAL HISTORY. 


No. 3.—THE Lion, 
A. SLOPER has inn-countered may species of lions in his time— 
the Red, the White, the Golden, the Blue, and the Black—in all of 


which may be found, as a rule, good accommodation both for man 
and beast. The same observation applies to the Lion of the 
Wilderness, He, too, remarkably good accommodation 


both for man and beast. He finds them eas: 
doubt. The king of beasts affords, so A. SLOPER has been 
informed, very good sport for the hunter. Although a famous 
sportsman he has not tried it himself, but he has every reason to 
believe a fair amount of excitement is to be had in bearding the 
lion in his native den. There is another kind of lion known as 
the Lion Comique. You should hear him roar! Not only does 
Leo furnish signs in various colours for public-houses, but also 
one for the Zodiac. A. SLOPER on several occasions has been 
made a lion of. He likes it. 
(Zo be continued), 


of digestion, no 


A DISCOVERY. 


N28, 

OSS 

“Golly,” says Smithers, “I'm hanged if Ramegate Sands isn’t 
better than cavorting behind the scenes of the Hilarity.” 


——+9-—__—— 


OUR LADY’S CORNER. 
ConDuUcTED By Lapy Dowpy. 
—— 

VANILLA.—Cold drinks and ice creams are most injurious during 
hot weather, so are highly-flavoured dishes of every description. 
You ask for a nice hygienic menu. Try the following :— 

ORS D’CEUVRES. 
Quinine Tabloids. Digestive Pills. 
Cod tine Oil Capsules, 
U 


OUP. 
None recommended in consequence of the hot weather. 
H. 
Boiled Haddock sans sauce. Boiled Plaice au naturel. 
ENTREE. 
These are most unwholesome. Do not have them. 


OT I. 
Beef a la Vieux Angleterre. 
SWEETs. 
Plain Suet Pudding with Sauce Brimstone et Treacle. 
Hot Lemonade, Warm Milk and Water. 
Tepid Toast and Water. 

Goop WIFE.—The best way to clean his hat is by washing it in 
paraftin oil. Be careful to smooth it the right way and then let 
it drain. It gives the hat a beautiful gloss, but it is as well not 
to let any of the oil get inside. Men are so particular. 

DoLt.Ly.—Blushing is a most invaluable accomplishment if you 
can get it under proper control. A blush in season has ofttimes 
done more to bring on a desired proposal than anything | know. 
A very good way to produce a pretty rosy pink is to take a full 
breath and then try to exhale through the eyes. If persevered 


in, this generally has the desired effect. 
—_—_——— is 


HOW HE WOULD ACT. 


Grinninglove, How should I act if 1 suspected someone of 
wishing to run away with my wife? Why, give him every half- 
nny I could scrape together, old chap, and remember him 
ndsomely in my will! 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
THE EDITOR'S LETTER-6OX. 


ee fe 

AMBASSADEURS, CHAMPS ELYSRE, August 21th, 1896. 
DEAR S1R,.—Just a line to let you know that I received the 
“ Award of Merit” this morning, for which I must thank you very 
much. I must also tell i that it already occupies the most 
prominent position in the Bar. I expect to be over on a short trip 
as soon as my season is over, which will be at the end of September, 
and then [ hope we shall he able to take a amall bottle together. 
1 also enclose my photo, which was taken a couple of years ago. 
I must also thank you for those pills, of which I have taken 
four or five doses, I find them a tine thing fora head, So, trusting, 

Sir, this will find you quite well, 1 remain, yours truly, 
GEORGE WAKEFIELD, 
——_+—_—_ 


FARES WOT I'VE DROVE. 
(THE CONFIDENCES OF BADGE 00,951.) 

“Rum ‘uns? I b'lieve yer, guvner! I ‘ave come across a few 
in my time, and no error. Tell yer some funny tales? Well, I 
dessay I could if I giv’ my mind to it, for I’ve assisted in some 
queer starts since the day 1 drove my first ‘ansom out o’ the yard, 
No, I ain t got no sort of objection to tellin’ yer some on ‘em, 

vervidin’, in corse, you keeps the axle well greased. Rum, sir! 
Rum, sweet and warm, with the merest squeeze of lemon is my 
usual lotion. Thank’'ee, sir ; my respects, Ax I wosa-saying, 
sir, L ain't drove a keb for nigh on thirty-five year without meeting 
with some ext goes, This ‘ere’s the ‘ouse I always uses, 
and if you cares to drop in now and again and hear ‘em, why t 
dessay 1 could recollect two or three on em. Orften enough I['ve 
sed to some of my mates I could write a book out o' some of my 
advenchira, but they only larfed, you see, sir; and mi edgercation 
havin’ bin a bit neglected as a kid, I ain't got the proper literary 
style with me. But you're ‘eartily welcome to my experiences 
sich as they are, though, if you likea_to make me a little present, 
if you finds ‘em interestin’, you'll discover thera ain't no beastly 
pride about my natur’, not a bit ! 

“ Bless ver, I wos quite a young ‘un when I first took to keb 
drivin’, Tried my ‘and at a lot o' things? I ‘ad to, and could 
stick none of ‘em. Reg'lar fly I thort myself in those days, too, 
though I was as green as a four-year old. Fond of a‘orse? Yes, 
T always ‘ad a hye for a gee, and stoneybroke I've bin many a 
time through backin’ my fancy, that never come ‘orf. Doin'a bit 
o' clerkin’ for a chap wot en k I ‘ad bin larst, and when 
he done a guy one id arfter the Cerrerwitch, why I ‘ooks it too, 
in case the crowd might make up their minds to take it out o’ me. 
Cleaned out | was, too, for the guv'nor ‘adn’t paid me no wages for 
close on a month, and I never set eyes on ‘im agin. Well, I padded 
the ‘oof to London and picked up a bit o° livin’ ’elpin’ in a keb- 

till at larst I got the boss to giv me a charnce on the perch. 
t old bloke he was, too; set me up with two quid, to be paid 
back a bob a week out o’ my takins, and giv me a pair of ‘is carst 
orf bags and a wite ‘at, as he ‘adn’t no further use for, into the 
bargain. ‘You'll find it ain't all marmylade drivin’ a ‘ansom, my 
lad,’ he says ; ‘but I likes yer fice, it’s bin gettin’ a bit thin 


s 


lately.” ich was true enough, bread and corfy not bein noted as 
a pertickler fattenin sort of "lar grateful I felt to the old 
chap, paid him back faithful every farthing, and done ‘im a good 


turn years arter, which shows ‘ow you don't ought to neglect no 
opporchunity of doing a good action when you can. 

“ Goin’ must yer be, sir? Well, if you should be parsin this way 
agin soon, | daresay I shall ‘ave recollected one or two things you 
might like to ‘ear. Good night, sir, and thankee,” 

. (To be continued next week. 7) 


SOLD! 


je: | pi aay tonched 

e ground again rather breath- 

less after his swim, wrung the 

water from his hair, and pre- 

pared to wade ashore to the 

place where he had left his gar- 
ments upon the beach. 

He had barely taken a 
couple of steps before he 
drew up short with a start. 
A lady was seated reading 
within three yards of the 


8, é 
et this was awkward, ve 
awkward, indeed! Willd- 
ruckle had read of similar 
incidents and had _ been 
ly tickled. Somehow 
he humour of the situation 
wasn’t quite so apparent to 
— him now. 

He waded in a bit closer and peered anxiously at the fair 
intruder. 

As well as he could make out without his glasses she seemed 
young and pretty. Willdruckle ned as he noted also the air 
of Gaancel abstraction with which she pored over her book. 

He — to feel a trifle chilly. The wind was none too warm, 
and he'd been quite long enough in the water already. How was 
he to make the wretched girl understand the situation? He wasa 
modest sort of chappie. Only a few days before he had con- 
tributed a letter on the “Swimming and Sex ” discussion, strongly 
denouncing the pro) innovation. I¢ would never do to appear 
suddenly in his bathing garments and suggest the desirability of 
the lady’s departure. He blushed at the very thought of it, and, 
besides, she would be sure to scream or something. Suppose she 
fainted in his arms or went into hysterics? 0, he must try 
and attract her attention somehow before resorting to extreme 
mensures. Dash it, though, how cold it was. He was getting 
chilled to the marrow standing here like this. His teeth had 
commenced to chatter, and his tlesh to get “ goosey.” It was 
really beyond a joke. 

He coughed faintly. No notice. Louder and louder still. The 
confounded girl turned getriael g of her book, but never turned 
her head. Willdruckle splashed loudly about in the water, 
epluttered and blew like an enthusiastic porpoise, and indulged in 
another prolonged fit of coughing almost —" to rupture a 
blood vessel. No go. She never stirred an eyelash. 

Then the miserable man grew desperate. Already he felt he had 
Jaid the seeds of influenza, possibly rheumatic fever. Nerving 
himself for the effort, he waded in almost opposite her and gave 
yell that would have put a redskin’s war-whoop to the blush, and 
the fair one dropped her novel and gazed around her in aftright. 

Naturally her eyes alighted upon the little heap of toggery. She 
started, stared, and then, apparently realising the situation, rose 
hastily and prepared to fly. ‘ 

Her gaze rested for a moment upon the shivering figure in the 
water. Then she burst into a merry peal of lwughter, and ran 
quickly towards him down the beach. nee 

And the half-frozen Willdruckle recognised his wife. 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 

Mr. GLADSTONE is said to call Miss Dorothy “his own Drew 
1 ve,” 
NAUTICAL Mem.—“ Crowding Sale”: Fighting for places at the 
bargain counter. : 

FAVOURITE Hymn of Barristers: “Brief-life is here our 

prtion.” ; 

FATHER Time has discarded his scythe. He now means to buy- 
sickle, with a view of mowing people down. 

THE postal authorities are not so grasping as malcontents call 
fem, ey don’t charge for mars ine the floor, anyhow. 

A HOUSEBREAKER was recently convicted in the Scotch metro- 
polls: A smart editor heads his report, “Capture of an Edin- 

urglar.’ 


THE TOOTSIE BATHING CLUB. 


: —====. 
“ How do you keep your face so clear in the water?” “ Because 


{ never put on powder as you d ve!” . ting 
then: Gen? po you do, love! It must be Aspinall 


MIRRORS FOR “MUGS.” 


(Tt is now a la mode to have a small mirror let in into the left hand glove.) 


HAVE you seen the latest fashion 
Cov To neer new Which for certain “mugs” is 
PRESENTLY ~ WonoER planned? 
wow \ vo3oK It cerves a quenchless passion 
Fora mirror in the hand ! 
This mirrorlet so flashing, 
For our and belles so 
dashing 
(Who, maybe, are intent on 
mashing— 
Or on love—), 
Is kept in manner calm, 
Concealed within the palm 
Of the glove! 


ao course, a useful glassiet, 
This new fangled fashion-fake ; 
For each ladlet and each lasslet, 
Who “ impressions " fain would 
make. 
Of course, when they've been 


urried, 
Their complexion looks quite “ flurricd,” 
Aud instead of being worried 


PUTTING IT INTO PRACTICE. 

“WELL, Maud,” said the old gentleman, as his pretty daughter 
returned from church with her escort, “what was the sermon 
about, ch ?—you remember it, of course?" “Oh, yes, papa,” said 
the fair girl; “it was all about loving one another, you know.” 
“Oh, very proper, very a lh id the old man ; “I hope you're 
going to act up to it.” 4 that’s just what I wanted to speak 
to Hee about, papa,” was the blushing reply. “The fact is, George 
and | have dec 


to start with one another.” 
ee 


SHAKESPEARE ADULTERATED. 


“ There is a special providence even in the fall of » chimney-pot.’ 
“ SLOPER,” A Tragedy: Act 9, Scene 2. 
(CURTAIN.) 


—<+ 


CULTURE. 


EUPHEMIA THEODORIA POTTS was, when she left Newnham, 
the most cultured young thing that had ever been turned out at 
that advanced college. She had carried refinement to an acute 
point; no diamond on the shirtfront of » lion comique was 
polished more than she, Of course, cultivation and civilisation in 
an acute form are precious handy things to have, as they fit one 
for almost any station in life, from a draper’s shopwalker to a 
cemetery curate, but it’s possible to have tuo much of them, 

Alas, our Euphemia Theodosia had ! ; 

Spending a brief vacation after the hard work of a stiff examina- 
tion at a farmhouse (where “ paying-guests” were taken in to 
board and brown), Euphemia one afternoon incautiously ventured 
too near the edge of a stagnant pool, on a log floating on which she 
had admired an adipose and generally delighted frog (Euphemia 
loved all frogs ; they devoted so much time, she said, to advanced, 
intellectual t' onges) The dainty heels of her tiny glace bottincs 
slipped on the muddy verge, and— : 

ith an oleaginous blob! Euphemia Theodosia was up to her 
chin in the slimy, stagnant water. , 

The thing that almost any ordinary, plebeian yenon would 
have done would have been to yell like billyoh for help. But, of 
course, Euphemia wouldn't do that: primarily because “help” is 
not strictly speaking the word proper to the occasion, No; in a 
faint soprano voice, she cried three or four times—not vulgarly, nor 
ostentatiously— 

“Succour! Succour! Succour!” 

The only person who heard her was Ben Burley, who was hocing 
awedes in the next patch. Ben had never heard the word before, 
but concluded it was some ribald epithet which some superior 
person on the other side of the hedge was trying to taunt him with, 
So. merely making 2 pencil note on the back of his Band of Hope 
card, to look up “sucker” in the dictionary, which propped up one 
corner of the cider-press at home—it might be a good term to use 
in a Parish Council Debate, he thought—he went on hoeing 
awedes, and the beauteons victim of expensive schooling sank for 
the third and last time. 
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WASN'T COOL ENOUGH. 


THE “F.O.8." PORTRAIT GALLERY. AFTER THE SONG. 


“That Miss Fullscreach is a regular pirate.” “A pirate!” “Yes, she murders 
; everything oe the high C.” i 


No. 445.—Mr. H. Hewitr Grirrin, M.J.L, F.0.8, ’ 

“It is with keenly pleasurable sentiments that we HE DOESN'T THINK SO NOW. 
prescnt our readers with a portrait of this illus- 
trious athlete, An all-round sportsman, in the 
true, not the gambling sense of the term, he has 
devoted himself in particular to the advancement 
of the noble art of swimming ; and in the course of 
twenty-two years’ experience has done wonders in 
itsinterests In cyoling, walking, running, plunging 
and weight-putting, he has also distinguish 
himself, has handicapped upwards of 50,000 com- 

atitors, an: won more than 100 medals in various 
branches of athletics, Journalist, author and statis- 
tician by profession, his works on amateur sport are 
as famous as his recent additions to the literature of 
fiction promise to be. Chiefly because he's a 
brilliant athlete he was created F.O.S., and the 
‘Sloper Award of Merit’ presented to him Juxe 
13th, 1896,."—Debrett dmproeed, 


1) Old Pete, There ain't s more peaceable animal in the world than i ‘oo 
@ ee sake a tas Linly, (2) Old Pete (two minutes later). Lord! ‘oo'd a-thought it! 


a A GOOD REASON; ~*~ = ~~ * SAME OLD- GAME. 


ANOTHER SCRAPPING MATCH STARTED. 

Mrs. Maloney (to Mra. room Yes, and if my 
nose was half the size of yours, I'd make a trifle by 
letting out spaces fur posters, 


Hy H t HY} | > Z 
Ui ® vey ¢ WM rT" ae Z 
ENIGMATICALLY CLEAR. A 
Embryo Mother-in- Lar. It is very selfish of you = Sam i 4 C aed egg as . ballet girl). ° be staring Hew awfully rude of those men to 
to take Blanche away from me. Now, if] goto the men’s dressing-ruoom t : , ; 
i l they'll d 1—I—can't go to the “Why would you urge everybody to Lily, I declare I won't move until they're 
Benedict. Really, Mrs. Fluster, I don't want her abe’ Le me, an go oy ed on ee ee 1 


for myself—but for my wile, 


HIMS—ANCIENT AND MODERN. 


len 


Mies Goxdenuugh has forwarded - a few ruugh sketches of some of her numerous admirers. The fair Tottie, in her frank, girlish artlessness, terms them “ Hims—Ancient and Modern.” 
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aie 


2s ry L 


